An Excellent New SONG, Intituled, 


* Ualiant Jockie 


His LADIES Reſolution, To be ſwung to its own proper Tunt. 


Aliant Fackie,s march'd away, Agc of old, our Fame has told, 
To hpht a Battle with, great Mackey; Therefore | ſhall never be controul'd ; 
Leaying me poor Soul alas! forlorne, By Friend, orFoe, Fle frecly a 
To ou the hour that cycr | was born Never was a TI rooper Armed (0. 
ButI (wear I'll follow too, 
And deareſt Jockje,s Fate purſue; I fhtalla helmet then put on, 


Near him be. to guard his precious Life, = Armed like a valiant watlike Man ; 

Never Seot had ſuch a Loyal Witc. Plars of ſteel ſhall guard my Back and Breaft, 
Sword Ple wear, Ple cut my bair; Carabines and Piſtols Ile proteft, 

Tance my Cheeks that was ſo fairs In my Hand, Ile cock and prime, 

In Souldicrs weed to him Ifle (peed, Now and for evcr is the time ; 

Never ſuch a Trooper croſt the Tweide While I am mounted thus Coppe pis 


Warlike Thunder ſhall my Muſick bes 

Trumpet ſound rhe viQtory, Ler ſmoak ariſe and dim the Skies, 
Sure le be kid, the nixt Dundee ; While we purſuc the warlik prize; 
Loves raging Fate doth all agree, Lauralls ſhall us crown, with true renown, 
To do ſome glorious att for me : The Victory, in City, Court and Town. 
Great Bellonia take my pat, | | 
Fame and honour guard my Heart ; Mers the Gad of 'wat ſhall lead | 
That for poor old Scotland; good, Our Army, that ſhall fight and Bleed z + 
Sorne brave Attion may deſerve myblood Or efre our Fors ſhall hope to win the d: 
Noaght ſhall appear, from all Fame | fear, Theretorc Jet us marchwith (pecg away VS 
Fighting by his {ide I lov'd fo dear , Hark, I hear the Trurnpers ſound, _ 


All the World ſhal own that ncfre was known We ſhall be all with Conqueſts Crownfd , 


Such a Loyal Laſs this Thouland year. Let all my Focs brag and boaſt, 
| ViQtory and Triumph hall ride through che 


Now in Noble Armour bright, \ © Glory and Fame ſhall chen proclaim * Hoſt 
I with coragious Heart will fight, The Actions of a warlik valiant Dame ; 
Fear of death ſhall nefre my courage ſtain, It Focs draw nigh, Ile ſcorn't to Fly, 
Our Kivg*, Right I will maintain: But wirh my dearcſt Loye I'le live and dye: 
For the glory of our Scx, 
We all our Rebells fhall perplex, | F1N 1: $ 


And Jer chern find that Women kind, 
times yenture with a warlike mind, 


